THE IRON PUDDLER

knitting, her voice lifted in jubilant song for
hours at a time. And all her songs were songs
of praise.

She thanked God for life and for strong
hands to labor for her httie ones. In those
days furniture was rare, and few were the
pieces in a worker's home. It took a dozen
years for her to acquire two feather beds.
And when at last we owned two bedsteads,
we rated ourselves pretty rich. We boys slept
five in a bed. Why were bedsteads in those
days harder to get than automobiles are
to-day? Because the wooden age still lin-
gered, the age of hand work. And it took so
long to make a bed by hand that people came
into the world faster than beds. But within
my lifetime the iron mills have made possi-
ble the dollar bedstead. The working man
can fill his house with beds bought with the
wage he earns in half a week. This, I sup-
pose, is one of the "curses of capitalism.**

I have heard how "the rights of small peo-
ples" have been destroyed by capitalism; and
if the right to sleep five in a bed was prized by
the little folks, this privilege has certainly
been taken away from them. At the Moose-
heart School we are pinched for sleeping
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